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wAaaarrgghh! Not AGAIN!" 


James nearly jumped off his stool as a large cup of strawberry milkshake got poured all over him. Milkshake 


dripped down his face and chin onto the body of his guitar then to the floor. 
"You damned idiot!" he barked at Lars. "This is the third time this week! Look what you have done!" 


"WHAT?" Lars shot back The empty milkshake cup had been fallen to the floor but Lars still held an over- 


dimensioned sandwich. "What have | done? Nothing. I've done nothing ... | just..." 


"You just stumbled around like a clumsy stupid, as usual, carrying a fucking strawberry milkshake while 
motormouthing without pause and looking back over your shoulder .. | have enough of shit like this. This is the 
third guitar you have ruined this week. Not to mention all the sticky shit in my hair.” 


James furiously glanced at the drummer. 
Lars slightly backed off. 


‘|... lve read that milkshakes should be very good for the hair. Let it look silkily," he quickly threw in "Have | 
already mentioned that your hair looks VERY good lately?" 


"Fuck you! I'm not interested in your hair-care shit .. You fucker better look where you're walking cause | 
gonna kick your ass if you do .." 


"But its not my fault," Lars protested, his tone now whiny. "Its Kirk's fault. | fell over his wah-pedal because 
he has put it in my way on purpose." 


"That's a fucking LIE!" Kirk immediately yelled at him. "My wah-pedal is exactly where it uses to be since .. 


well, maybe half a year, fucker.” 


‘Oh, come on! Do you think I'm stupid? I've seen how you've nudged it away from your stool right into my way 
just some minutes ago," Lars yelled back. "You WANTED me to fall down and break an arm or a leg, that's it” 


Now, James shot up from his stool, carefully holding his milkshake-sticky guitar by the neck. 


‘I've enough of you both idiots," he hissed. "I gonna go shower, and | want you to clean up the mess while l'm 
gone." He pointed at the floor. 


"Everything you wish, James. I'm really sorry," Lars hastily said. "Let me clean up your guitar, too." 


"Don't touch my guitar!" James shouted at him, holding his ruined guitar protectively to his body then jumped 
out of Lars’ reach. 


He left the room as fast as possible without looking back 


"No more fucking milkshakes for the fucking drummer!" they heard him shout at no one in special. "Got me?" 


Lars waited until he was sure that James had left the recording room, too. Then he turned around and gave 


Kirk a wide charmingly smile. 


He held out his hand, wiggling his fingers. 


Kirk sighed and pulled a neatly folded one-hundred-dollar note out of the back pocket of his jeans. He slapped it 


into Lars' open palm. 


"Another hundred bucks lost," he complained while Lars slipped the cash into his own pocket as fast as a 


lightning flash. 
Then Kirk grinned at Lars. 


"But | really never had thought that you could perform the stunt three times in a row without getting your 
ass kicked by James." 


